FROM THIRTY YEARS \VTTH FREUD
after toiling up four flights of stairs. It was in
I had just married and was poor as only a Doctor
of Philosophy can be. Freud brought the news that
the Psycho-Analytical Society had decided to award
me the prize for the best scientific work in the field
of applied psycho-analysis.  It was like a fairy tale,
and the most miraculous feature of it was Freud's
smile.  Clearly, it made him happy to hand me the
sum of money, which was not large but to me in
my circumstances at the time seemed like a fortune.
Only those few who were close to him were
privileged to enjoy the beauty of his conversation,
the profundity of his explanations, his quick wit,
and his somewhat sly humour. None of us who were
his disciples and colleagues went from him un-
rewarded; he extended to us all suggestions and a
stimulus whose effect was lasting.   In retrospect,
words  he had spoken in  everyday conversation
acquired  undreamed-of significance;    casual  re-
marks echoed in our minds for years afterwards.
There were no psychic secrets that were closed to
'his brilliant insight.
Shortly before Hitler's invasion of our Austria
I saw him for the last time; this was after an interval
of a year which I had spent in Holland. I still, at
fifty, felt as I rang the bell the joyful expectation
that had surcharged me as a boy of twenty. A
conversation with Freud was always an experience,
I found him greatly changed, his skin withered
and his eyes deep-sunken. His hands, as he opened
a cigar case, seemed no more than skin and bones.
But his eyes, his curious and penetrating eyes, were
as lively and kindly as always. In conversation he
showed all his old eager interest; every sentence he
spoke was characteristically his. We talked of the
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